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L I N D S A Y  T I G U E
W E  ARE A SYSTEM OF  GHOSTS II
I on c e  saw a p h o t o  of s o m e o n e  s t r a n d e d
in an  Iowa b l izzard,  a f igure covered  in f lu r r y —
the  w h i t e ,  s lee t in g  l ines e ras ing  all edges of  body.  
H o p p e r - s o l i t a r y  in the  f la tness .  A year  later,
I c o u l d n ’t even beg in  to loca te  it in a b o o k  
or  m u s e u m ,  c o u l d n ’t r e m e m b e r  a n y t h i n g  at  all e xcep t
snow. M os t  days,  h a l f  the mail  I get is lo r  o th e r s .
O r ,  it i sn ’t even a dd res sed  to a nam e :
C urrent Resident. I pi le  it all in a s h o e b o x  a n d  keep  it 
up,  away on  a shell .  M o s t  days,  I w a n t  to r esearch
a t r ip  s o m e w h e r e  new. I look  up  th e  logis t ics ,  
the  to  a n d  f rom:  the  a i r p o r t ,  the  taxis,  the  buses ,
a n d  t ra ins .  I will  a lways k n o w  w h a t  to do  
i f  I get there .  I w a n t  to go s o m e w h e r e
th a t  requ i res  goggles  to p r o t e c t  my eyes 
aga ins t  sn o w  b l in d n e s s ,  to avo id  flash b u r n s
of the  c o rnea .  T h e y  say i t ’s l ike an eyeful  of sand .
D o  I en joy  the  fee l ing o f  s t a n d i n g  in a f ie ld,
full of it, a lone? Polar  exp lo re rs  t rea ted
this  e x p o s u re  w i th  d r o p s  o f  c oc a ine  in th e i r  eyes.
I research tha t ,  too.  V is i to r s  to A n t a r c t i c a  still  a rr ive  
by sea, on  a b o a t  f rom  U s h u a ia ,  the  s o u t h e r n  t ip
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of A rgen t ina .  I h o u s a n d s  o f  people  go each year, 
w a n t in g  to witness  tha t  w hich  d isappears.  I see them
trekk ing  over ice. O n  my daily walks hom e ,  it's no t  
w in te r  yet and  I can on ly  retrieve w h a t ’s fal len— I collect
buckeyes,  p inecones ,  horseapple s ,  w a lnu ts .  I fold 
and  store leaves like small paper  receipts.
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